">... 


Exeter, Saturday, February 14, 1784. 
HAT! WHIP and SPUR both! Never was a poor Toad ſo ſeverely 


trim'd as I have been this Afternoon, ſince the Commencement of Literature; every 
Stroke cut like a two-edged Sword, the galled Jade winced ſure enough. O my poor 
Sides! but it ſerved me right, for not obeying poſitive Injunctions.— My poor dear Father of happy 
Memory ordered me, when I was young, to take the Rowels out of my Spurs, for fear I ſhou'd make 
an old favorite Mare wince; and I declare I have ever ſince obeyed his Commands, *till within a few 
Days, when I unluckily got hold of an odd, obſtinate, perverſe Animal, commonly called an A--, 


| who no doubt, from the Gift of Speech and Eloquence of Language, is lineally deſcended from 


Bal am's A--, who ſpoke by Inſpiration, — There is only one Objection to be made to this otherwiſe 
fair Concluſion, which is, that when Balaam's A-- ſaw an Angel ſtand in the Way, he turned aſide; 
jo that he loſt his habitual Perverſeneſs, at leaſt for a Time. | 


That my Friend SPUR is inſpired, no one can poſſibly doubt, for the whole World muſt 


allow that his finding out that unlucky ill-conditioned vagabond &, is an Inſtance of Penetration far 
beyond the Wiſdom of this World, In order to take off the leaſt Suſpicion of iftake by the Printer, 
J moſt readily grant every Thing wiſhed for, and freely piead conſummate Ignerance. 

But my dear SPUR! you are really the greateſt Plagiariſt I ever met with, What only one 
ſmall Quarto Page in three whole Days; and to have one's own Words thrown in one's Teeth in 


every Line, is too much —*tis indeed! I wou'd not wiſh to charge you with Want of Invention, for 


there are at leaſt Forty in this reſpectable City who might jah deny the Aﬀertion ; and confute me 
from very recent and poſitive Proofs. | 5 1 9 


Produce Arguments, ſays my friend Spur! now I declare I'm angry, I am indeed. I'd have you 


to know, Sir, that I poſſeſs more true Bravery, than to fight any Man but with his own Weapons. 
Don't you be frightened, becauſe I tell of fighting, for believe me Pm as harmleſs a Fellow as any to 


be met with in the three Kingdoms. Pm as cool as a Cucumber this Moment; not a Grain of 
Kayan in my whole Diſpoſition. I loves a little Fun - there's another 8, now catch it in a Moment 


or you're loſt for ever. | 


The Retort of the F29/'s Cap T own is amazingly great; but my dear little Spur! why, I in- 
tended the Cap as a Preſent ; to lend it for a Night or two, was never my Intention, and for you 
to ſend it Home wrapt up in the very ſame Manner I ſent it, ſurely implies a Degree of Reſentment 
inconſiſtent with your uſual Candour. as 


Did you ever read the Dialogue in the Critic between Sir Fretful Plagiary and Mr. Dangle ? 
You ſay No. = hy then Lil give it you. Or ſuppoſe we act it, or rehearſe it before the Critics, for 
they are all met. — You thall be Sir Fretful, and ll be Mr. Dangle (pretty well caſt I think). If they 


laugh with us, or laugh at us, don't ſignity a Straw, ſo long as it is pro bono Publico. 


Laer S1R FRETFUL, DANGLE, and PROMPTER. 
Prompter. Now, Gentlemen, you may come on—turn out your Toes— look up. | 


Sir Freiful, The News-Papers | Sir, they are the moſt villainous—!icentious—=abominable—infernal. 
Not that I ever read them no! make it a Rule never to look into a News-Paper, | 


Dangle. You are quite right; for it certainly muſt hurt an Author of delicate Feelings, to ſee the 


Liberties they take, | | 
Sir Fretful. No, quite the contrary ; their Abuſe is, in Fact, the belt Panegyric. I like it of all Things. 
An Author's Reputation is only in Danger from their Support. | „ 
Danzle. Why, that's true. And that Attack now upon you the other Day — 
Sir Frettul. What? Where? 1 
Dangle, In a Paper of Thurſday, It was compleatly i!]-natured to be ſure. 
Sir Freful. O! fo much the better. — fla! ha! ha! I wou'dn't have it otherwiſe. 
Dangle, Certainly it is only to be laugh'd at, for — 
Sir Fretful, You don't happen to recollect what the Fellow ſaid ? Do you? 
Dangle. You ſeem, Sir Fretfal, a little anxious. | 
Sir Frerful. O, lud, no! anxious not I not the leaſt—I—But one may as well hear, you know, 
Lo you recolle@?_ . | — —— — — | | 
Dangle. Ves, ves, I remember perfectly. | | 
Sir Fretful, Well, and pray now—not that it ſignifies—what might the Gentleman ſay ? 


Dangle. Why, he roundly aſſerts, that you have not the ſlighteſt Invention or original Genius what- 
ever; tho” you are the greateſt 'Traducer of all other Authors living, 


Enter UN DER PROMPTER, 


Under Prompter. Gentlemen, Il am deſired to acquaint you by the Critics, that you have abſolutely turned 
this Play into a Farce, | 


Sir Pretju!, Well, Sir, and what does it ſignify, ſo long as it is for the Entertainment of the Public, 
which it is. 7 

Under Prompter. They ſay it will never be ſuffered to go through the firſt Act. 

Danse. Why then, Mr, Prompter, you had better drop the Curtain at once. 


In the Courſe of the next Week, the ſame Gentlemen intend to play Noodle and Doodle in 
Tom Thum) - RO BONO PUBLICO. 


Tue Writer of this begs Leave to declare againſt any perſonal Reflections towards a certain 


88 as he verily beleves him not to be the Author of SPUR, who is very welcome to ſleep 
in Oblivion. 


